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	1. Chapter 1

"Jack. At your service." The young, green-haired man knelt on one knee with an almost devilish grin and brushed the woman's hand with his lips. Heather's shoulders straightened themselves and she let out a small sigh. "Jack, it is very nice to finally know your name."

"And it has been nice to meet you." More than you know, he added to himself. "I have heard small talk about you." He paused, waited for the question as he stood up to meet her gaze.

"Goodness, really? Whatever have you heard?" The lady asked, quite surprised.

"Passing comments, really," with an airy wave of his hand, "of a single woman with beauty in her face _and _in her wallet."

"Well, I should like to treat you sometime," Heather replied with a warm smile. She looked him over again, taking in the dark vest and light stubble around a handsome face. "Anything I can do to repay you for the courtesy and the wine back there." And she laughed as if she'd actually said something funny, and Jack laughed too. "You know," she began, "I do feel as if I know you more than I must."

"Even if I am more of a secretive person," Jack noted, and the devilish smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. "I might think you feel a strong _connection _between us."

"Jack, don't tease me," Heather giggled, and hit him softly with the back of her hand.

With the daintiness of a gentleman and the speed of an assassin, Jack caught it before it could retreat back to her side. Heather looked up at him with a slightly bewildered expression. "Jack…"

"Allow me to get… closer to you, m'lady," Jack whispered, and softly he turned her towards him. Faint music from the bar they had left met his ears in the sudden silence. He twirled her around and pressed her close to him, her short dress rustling slightly as her back pressed against his front. She giggled, and looked at him over her shoulder. The streetlight illuminated the two dancers, alone on a dark street.

"Jack, I…"

His arms moved around her sides, wrapping her up like a gift.

"I…"

And this gift was ready to be delivered.

His lips brushed her cheek and at the same time, his embrace on her tightened.

Heather took a sharp breath and never let it out again.

"You've got blood on your knee," the man said without looking up. "Which _does _mean I am due to pay you, I suppose." He flicked his wrist and handed the younger man a check that was to be payed to Sean McLoughlin._ Robert Yewett _was emblazoned on the side.

"Thank you, sir," Jack said, sliding it neatly into an inside pocket in his suit. "Heather was easier to seduce than you implied."

"You get paid to seduce people," Mr Yewett pointed out sharply, and Jack laughed. "Go home, Sean. You've done me enough service today."

"Thank you, sir," he said, and went to leave.

"One more thing," the older man called, and Jack paused. "I heard someone talking about a mysterious Sean. I thought it might be one of your previous clients before Yew Hotels. You _do _go by the name Jack now, yes?"

"To most," Jack replied simply, and he bowed slightly before exiting the room.


	2. Chapter 2

_'What's your favourite dry-cleaners place? Last night was messy.'_

The note had a yellow border today. Jack read the words once, twice and the ghost of a smile appeared on his face. A month ago this note would have, perhaps, raised a bit of alarm in his mind.

A month ago he had not been talking to the Rival.

Three weeks ago someone had started slipping notes through the thin gap under his window.

Two weeks ago Jack had started leaving replies.

One week ago it seemed like they could be friends, were this man not an obvious rival to him.

Jack slid open a drawer and pulled out his folder. The yellow-bordered note was slid into its place with about a dozen white notes and a few coloured ones. Jack hesitated, then pulled the note back out along with a half-rainbow of coloured paper.

Monday's was red, and on it was written: '_I have an interesting week ahead of me.'_

Tuesday's was orange: _'Tonight I have another two-person job. Wish me luck.'_

And now this one. They were all normal. So why the rainbow? Jack read them through a few times, and then shook his head and put them back in the folder. It was a pointless wondering. He'd been raised to analyse people, not words. Perhaps it was nothing.

But what was this interesting week?

He checked his little office camera was working, just to be safe, and forced himself to bed.

Loyally, he tapped out the name of his favourite dry-cleaner on his typewriter, scratched his nose thoughtfully, shrugged and lay it on the windowsill. He grabbed the sheet of papers he had on Heather Taylor and skimmed through to make sure he hadn't missed anything. She was an easy cover-up, flitting from place to place. As far as he knew, she had parents on the other side of the country that only ever sent her money. _What a life._

If only she hadn't chosen Robert Yewett's heart to break. Because while Heather might be rich, Mr Yewett's savings were enough to bring destruction on anyone he wanted.

Jack couldn't see any loose ends to this murder, so he brought out a different file labeled _Credit Card Forgery _and started to read.

At 2pm he left his apartment and walked to the local supermarket wearing a pair of glasses he didn't need, and no one blinked an eye. Paced around the block reading a paper. Returned home at 2:45, sipping a coffee - and stopped dead in his tracks.

There was a green-bordered note on his desk. It looked like it had been slid there in a hurry. The ink was still wet.

Jack slid his knife out quicker than he could even process and strode over to the window. He was on the third floor of the apartment block, and he still didn't know how the Rival even got up here, never mind knowing when he left.

The small grass square around the back of the building was empty.

_'Today I watched a guard outside your master's doors. You know as well as I do that I'm not getting in there any time soon. What a pity…'_

Jack returned his knife to it's hidden sheath and grabbed the note with a quivering hand. The Rival had been in a rush this time. But why? Why had he even bothered to leave the note? "God, _why_?" Jack growled.

He didn't know, and he didn't like things he didn't know.


End file.
